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P'hiyang belonged to one of these, the mother-house of which
is at Dikhung in Central Tibet, a hundred miles north-east of
Lhasa. We therefore did not hesitate, but asked at once whether
we might return later as his pupils, 1 to study the Doctrine,
and the other two lor painting lessons. He agreed enthusiastic-
ally, and it was arranged that we should occupy a cell next to
his own, as soon as we got back from Himi. We also made
our choice of subjects for the three new t'hankas. Richard
Nicholson ordered another Buddha like the one already seen,
Dr. Roaf appropriately picked on the eight Medical Buddhas,
while I asked for the three Bodhisats, Chenrezig the Compas-
sionate, Djamyan the patron of Learning, and Chyagdor the
" Wielder of the Sceptre/* who represent respectively, the
mercy, the wisdom and the power of a Buddha.

As to price, we had some little trouble in fixing one, since
Gyaltsan was not used to asking a fee. He usually worked for
his brother-monks or for his family chapel or for his own cell.
After some hesitation, a settlement was reached at a modest
figure, though for some time Gyaltsan refused to name a price,
and our efforts to coax him into a decision only reduced him to
boisterous mirth. It was stipulated that any gold powder
used should be charged separately, just as would have been done
in Renaissance Italy. We were also to supply dark blue silk
for the mount, the canvas, and a little red and yellow silk for
the double stripe in the sacred colours which always forms the
border of the painting, between it and the mount.

It may well be imagined that after the disillusionment at
Himi and the fiasco at Satsukul, we were looking forward with
added zest to our return to P5hiyang: but that did not make
us forget our other friend, the good lama Dawa, bursar of
Spituk, who had been insistent in making us promise to return
to him at the earliest opportunity. So we sent him word of our
coming and started for P'hiyang, intending to call at Spituk
on the way. We had just reached the edge of the Leh oasis
when we heard a tinkling of bells and caught sight of Dawa
himself, riding a white horse, and followed by one of his pupils,
a grave monkling of about fourteen, on a chestnut pony. He
wore no shoes but gripped the edges of the stirrups between his

toes.

The lama had been on Ms way to the town, but learning of our
intention, be turned at once and the united party ambled back